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It wasn't like the wall wouldn't hold them up. They knew the strength of that wall pretty damn well. So Taylor 
pressed back against Dave pushing him harder against the wall to keep them somewhat upright as Dave jerked 
him off. He threw his head back, resting it on his shoulder as Dave sucked and licked at the skin on his neck, 
his hand moving hard and fast, then harder and faster. 


"Fuck.. Dave, yeah, yeah." 


Then he was humming, probably off-key, but he didn't really care as Dave's fingers tapped out a rhythm as 
his hand stroked up and then down. 


Oh, the joys of fucking a drummer. 


And Dave's breath was hot, his body plastered against him and Taylor knew, he fucking knew that Dave hadn't 
escaped unscathed from the recording. What the fuck possessed him to suggest they record that fucking song 
anyway? It was scorching when Prince sang it but when it was Dave groaning behind that microphone, his 
hands gripping and releasing the stand as he sang, Taylor wanted to come. Right then. Didn't matter that he 
was behind his kit. In fact, that would have been the perfect place. But somehow he managed to wait until they 
were done before he stumbled out of there, knowing that Dave wouldn't be far behind. 


Which led them to this place: some fucking empty supply room that had incredible acoustics which allowed him 
to hear the wet pull and stroke of Dave's hand on his dick, hear Dave's breath amplified, and his name - 
fucking name - being whispered harshly into his ear and goddamn, this place was built just for them. 

Taylor slid his hand down, covering Dave's, tightening his fingers as they jacked him hard, roughly. Together. 
"Fucking hell.. God, I'm gonna come. Dave." 

"Come on, T. Come on" Dave's words hot in his ear, he licked his earlobe. 

And that was it. 

It was too much and he shot over their hands, onto his belly, on his shorts. Didn't fucking matter because 
within a minute, he found himself turned around and slammed against the wall, Dave's cock rubbing into the 
slick that covered his belly. 

"Jesus, Tay. Just... fuck.” 

And Dave was gore, shooting hard all over Taylor. He leaned in taking Taylor's mouth, kissing him hard and 
deep, his moans filling Taylor's insides, making his body vibrate. After a moment, Dave pulled away, an almost 
sheepish look in his eyes when he looked at Taylor. He couldn't help it: he chucked Dave on the chin. Then Dave 
smacked him on the arm and a moment later they were leaning into one another and laughing, still trying to 
catch their breaths. 

"Fuck, Dave. What the hell were you thinking when you decided we should do that cover?" 


Dave's response was accompanied by that patented grin and a cocked eyebrow. 


"This." 


